A Fealtfull of ſad chere, 
Where griefes are all on heape: 
Where ſollace is full deere, 


And ſorrowes are good cheape. 
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To the Right Worſhipfull, my moſt 


worthy affectionate friend, Maiſter John Stanner, 


one of the Queenes Maieſties Priuie Chamber, & Poſt-maiſter 
of England. Thomas Church. yard wiſheth much hap, 
great health, with great proſperity, and 
increaſe of d:foud evedine. 
6. 
AM BOLD RIGHT VVOR- 
A || ſhipfull, on the generall report of good peo- 
ei Dl ple, and great commendation that the wor- 
Ne Ichieſt ſore giues you ( beſides mine own affec- 


tion) to preſent a tewe ſorrowſull verſes vnto 

Jvour protection and iudgement. And the ra- 
ther moued to write of ſome ſad inuention, be- 
cauſe I neuer knewe you delight in light or wanton diſcourſes. 
Many times | haue beheld the eeuen carriage of your behauiour 
and good inclination,towards vertuous exerciſes & ſtudies, that 
many wayes produced as much bencfite to thoſe you fauour, as 
one profit and commoditie to your ſelfe : a naturall diſpo- 

tion of a good minde, neceſſary to bee about Princes, and a bleſ- 
ſednes that in theſe dayes is not common among men. And for 
feare ] ſhould runne too far in thoſe cauſes by manifeſt ſpeeches 
(which is not commonly allowed) I defire no more in you, but a 
continuance of goodnes and thoſe vertues rehearſed, and ſofall I 
to my purpoſed matter. I he troth is good Sir, in the long pilgri- 
mage of mine, | purchaſed many good friendes (requiſite for my 
infortunat life) which friends did no ſoner encreaſe, but in a man- 
ner as quickly went away , either by death or ſome vnwelcome 
accident: and loozing dayly one or an other that ſtood mee in 
great ſteede, l bethought me ouer · often on my great loſſe, ſo ſha- 


ping a kinde of lamentation in that behalfe to expreſſe the want 
of ſuch friendes, I preſumed to offer you this ſimple Pamphlet, 
as a teſtimony to be thankfull to thoſe that did me pleaſure, (the 
Biſhop of Oxford one of the chiefeſt,) and to keepe then fauour 


I honour and loue, who no are aliue. 
A. 2. This 


— 


mie abilitie in furniture and knowledge, I truſt you will take 


The Epiftle. 
This trifle in verſe,is named. oof Feaſt of fad cheere , bee 
the belt banquets I can make to my friendes, is but bar 


auſe 
| e Trage- 
dies, Epitaphes, or ſuch bitter fruite as ſeue doc feede on, and 
many takes no taſte in, the ſowrnes of my delicates ſo little de- 
lights a multitude. And indeed Syr now | am left voyd of al pro- 
uiſion, and am compelled to preſent ſuch things as comes next 
to my hande, becauſe a Booke called my Challenge, (dedicated to 
the honorable, Maiſter Secretarie Molle h. th caried away moſt, 
or all together of my other conceits: yet my hope is this little re- 
creation that I offer you, ſhall be as well accepted, as though I 


could haue feaſted you with a finer Banquet; for you knowing 


well in worth what of good will I am able to bring. 

Thus -wiſhing you much harts eaſe, worldly hap, and hea- 
uenlie felicitic,] eake my leaue, deſiring you with fauour to reade 
that which followeth. 


Dd 


THE 
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O day ſo cleere, but brings at length darke night, 
ä Faire flowers doe fade, as falt as they doe groe: 
No torch nor lampe, but burnes away their light, 
Sunne ſhines awhile, then vnder clowdedoth goe; 
The lyfe of man, is heere compared ſo, 
It laſts a ſpace, till borrowed breath be paid: 
And then cold corle, in Tombe or graue is laid. 
No honor, wealth, nor force, nor wiſedomes lore, 
Nor famous praiſe 
. Prolongs our daies, 
V Vhen Death drawcs neere, and man may liue no more. 


The greateſt Kings, are onely barne to die, 
Like pooreſt men, their paſſage hence they take ; 
And noble Earles, that ſits in honor hie, 
And all eſtates, of life an end mult make; i 
Vet waile I will, for worthy Worſters ſake, 
His loyall loue, to Prince and Country ſuch: 
As in our age, can not be praiſd too much, 
In Wales well like, in England honard ſull 
For lordly minde, _ ' 
And hart molt kinde. 
To all his friendes : which wan - worlds good will. 


/ 


2 
Brought vp in Court, among the Princely ſore, 
Of — milde, as his eſtate might forde 


Held ſtately houſe, with traine and princely port, 
Right ſpare of ſpeech, yet wiſe and waer in word; 
Moſt glad of gueſtes, and pleaſant at his boord. 

Full franck and free, where things were nobly ſpent; 

To each degree, of nature throw-well bent. | 

As though a ſpring in * Caſtle were, 
To pleaſure thoſe 
That bounty knowes, 

And had deſire to draw ſweet water there. 


This Earle had ioy, to haue his ſtable fild, 
Wich faire great Horſe, that were for ſcruice fit: 
And was himſelfe, in pong as well skild, 
As any man, that my ght in ſaddle fit; 
ould vſe the Horſe, with euery kinde of bit. 
On horſe and hound, had much deſire to looke : 
In building to, a great delight he tooke. 
In all good gifts, and artes had ſure ſome ſight, 
Like noble man, 
That now and than 
Could paſſe off time, with matters graue or light. 


- 
And whan beſt proofe, of him good people had, 
A ſicknes came, and tooke him hence in haſt: 
The newes whereof, makes friendes & neighbors fad, 
Who hopes his ſoule, the heauens haue unbraſt; 

Loc Lordings all, how heere our time we walte. 
Our daies are ſhort, our race is quickly run: 
We ſlip away, like ſhadow in the Sun. 

To day on foote, to motrow downe in graue, 
From world we goe 
Both hie and loe, 
All «Adam ſeede no better ſurety haue. 
FINIS. 


1 F world were waxt vnleind, and would 


w THE EPITAPH OF 


the Right honorable Sir Fames Acroffr, 


late Controller of the Queenes Maieſties 
Houſholde. 


et what heere is done: 

And cleane weare out of mind, the doubtful race that men do run, 
True writers ſhould reuiue, time paſt for feare old age would ruſt, 
And ſome young heads altue,would burie vertue inthe duſt, 


V Vhere are our famous Kings, the ſhepheards of our Engliſh heard, 


That conquerd many things, and made our enemies all affeard. 

Our world remembers none, with princely Tombes, or blaſt of praiſe, 

They are no ſooner gone, but their renowne in world decayes. 

Their Counſellers likewiſe, whole wiſedome held vp tottring ſtate, 

Once dead we doe deſpiſe, we beare in breaſt ſuch hart borne hate. 

Thus world is worſe thennought, his care and 1udgement is fo ſmall, 

It neuer takes no thought, For nothing heere that may befall. 

But God that all dothſee, and giues man grace and gift of pen, 

Of late hath moued mee, with verſe to honour worthy .men. 

Than come Syr fame: Acrofft, a Knight who ſerud 4. princes great, 

Who Foitune fauourd oft, and who fare long in Senate ſeate. 

(Who was a while vizroy, and then of Wales vizpreſdent to, 

Did many roomes enioy, which none aliue may eaſily doe.) 

Come take the Crowne Ciuicque that Cæſar gaue for true renowne, 

Not one may weare the like, in warlike fielde or walled Towne. 

But thoſe that beares in breſt, to Country ſuch great loue and zeale, 

As {till they doe their beſt, to ſerue 1 Prince & Common * 
2 


ar >: 
Let Fraunct & Scotlend both, and frelend ſhew in louing ſore, 
His duety and his troth, bid all choſe Realmes yeeld true report. 
And tell me who can ſay, now borne in this our Bruſh ſoyle, 
He paſſed clecre this day, through ſuch great roomes without ſome 
And laſt in Court of all, Sir James Acroffts Controller was, (foyle. 
That credite is not ſmall, that place through many perrils paſle. 
Vet that and all the reſt, of honors he poſſeſſed heere, 
Fild neyther purſe nor cheſt, for he bouglit all thoſe honors deere. 
V Vih loſſe of time and wealth, and dreadtull dangers day and night, 
To hazard life and health,and all he had for Couneryes rizhe, 
Yea in his braueſt boaſt, when he in greateſt fauour ſtood, 
And profits deſerud moſt, the Princes died ſhould doc him good. 
Saue one, a Queene moſt rare, (to whom . God great grace dooth 
Tooke of his caſe ſom care, & thought to help lum in the end. (ſend) 
But ere the comfort came, his blaze and candle cleane went out, 
And meeke & milde as lambe, (that doth no death nor danger doubt) 
He tooke his laſt farewell: and ſo loſt life, lands, goods and all, 
To her he ſerued well, ſo long as he was at her call. 
Loe what miſhaps men haue, to riſe, and rule, and gouerne mych : 
Vet going to their graue, the world may ſee they die not rych. 
A ſigne they had no hord, but had their hope in Prince and troth: 
By ſeruice and by ſword, to purchaſe fame and treaſure both. 
Now lowe in earth he lies, (that hie did fie and beare great ſway : ) 
Tyll he and wee ſhall riſe, and heare our doome at ludgement day. 


FINIS. 


Sir 


ut mourning verſe or careful cries, ſhal ſerue where ſadnes floes 
Where ſole ing ſighes and blobred eyes, a world of ſarrowe ſhoes. 
Be ſtill and mute, © houſe of oy. gie groninggriete ſome place: 
Turne ſollace ſweet to ſowre annoy, that ſoone is ſcene in face. 
Let gladſome mirth goe where it pleaſe, make woe a welcome gueſt : 
Bid each delight and wiſhed eaſe,diſlodge from troubled breſt. 
Let ſports and pleaſures ſilent be, and name no earthly blis: 
Fot heauy harts doe beſt agree, where death and dollor is. 
So if you ſhape your ſelues to heare,what did by death befall: 
This verſe may chaunce to change your cheare , & make you moume 
A knight here hes but late aliue, who purchalt pereles praiſe; (withall. 
Who nobly long for fame did ſtriue, hy ſeruiſe ſundry waiſe. | 
On ſea and land a happy man, that bore a Lyons hart: * 
Who honor wealth & worſhip wan, throw {word and due deſart. ; 
His skill and councell gaue great grace, where martial people were: 
And where he thewd his manly ſace, he put his foes in ſeare. 
4 victor chat brouglu tonqueſt home from many a figli and field: 
Champion that m hard attempts, had rather die then yield. 
A chieftain oft that might commaund, both [hips & men good ſtoter 
A gallant guide that throw would goe, and leade them all befowe, |, 
His preſence promiſd good ſucceſſe of all he tooke in hand; 
A cheereſull comfort in diſtreſſe, a lode- tar of our Lande. 


A worthy that had great regard. of charge and Ines of men: +. 


A wight in world right well pry (word. hut not by pen. 
| 3 | 
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Moſt graue of words and ſtout of mind, ful conſtant, firme and faſt : 
= _ ere weltring waues _ —_—_— ſturd by 18 

targe to | ate, ot iu ne deepe a K 
That cou of Countries — debate, ke Save in Scnate = 
A ſparke of Mas by ſpeech & lookes,wherein the world might ſpy: 
A warlike minda worthy head, a hare and courage hye. 
His ſeruice laſt on ſea declard, what kinde of man he was: 
Whoſe worth is of as great regard, as gold is from the glaſle. 
VVhat want of him haue we the while, to leeſe this Jewell now: 
V'Vhoſe valour [owne amid this Ile, ſyke pearle in princely brow. 
Come Souldiours then with drum and fife, and ſound his deere adue 1 
Lament the loſſe of Winters life, in black ſad mourning hue. 
Come Captaines all both rich and poore,with ſhot & Armor bright, 
And traile your Collours on the flowre,in honor of this Knight. 
Come l babes, come ſun and ayre, caſt off your garments gay: 
And clap on robes of deepe diſpaire, to waile this diſmall day. 
Cold death hath doone vs all this year) or griefe that body bred: 
For Winter might haue lued long, and had not now beene dead. 
If Death gaue not conſent thereto, that lyes like priuie watch: 
But loe, what Cannon could not doe, Death made thereot diſpatch. 
Yee at the brit of all this broyle,whe conſcience caſt account: (mount. 
How ſoone the life ſhould leaue this ſoile, and where the ſoule ſhould 
He held vp hands with ſtaied thought, to higheſt clowdes aboue : 
And ſo {ct all the world at nought, and died as mecke as Doue. 
We hope the heauens haue embraſt. the ſoule we could not keepe : 
And that by grace is Munter plaſt, 12 bram: bteſt to ſleepe. 

FINfS. 


The good Maiſter V/Villian HolFtocks Epitaph, Con- 
trollet of the Queenes Maieſties Nauie. 


M Vſe not to ſeethis man in Tombe all fleſh to graue muſt goe, 
Peach calls for life (ere day of doome) to pay the debt we owe. 
ert from world when wo: Ids good wil, embraſt himeu'ry where, 
or whom his fi iends ſits wayling ſtill, and ſheds full many a teare. 
What tale th breath and life mult die, the beſt and woilt cakes — 

i at 
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What comes from earth in earth muſt lic,cl we our ſelues deceaue. 
Then worldlings waile the dead no more, he lues & dwels in skye, 
For Holftocke did but goe before,to learne vs all to die. 
In youth this forward Martiall man, was ſtill in ſeruice great, 
. Where he muchfame and credite wan, through many a warlike feate. 
In age his care of ſuch, as he Jou'd nothing more, 7 
Whereon he could not talke too much, if cauſe fel out therefore. 
Hys courage alwaies him prefard, (whiles he in world did liue, 
To worthy place of great regard, which Prince did frecly giue, 
As he increaſt to wiſhed wealth, or worſhip through deſart, 
He ſhewd in ficknes and in health, a cheerefull librall hart. 
Held houſe and plentious table ſtill, full long and many a yeere, 
Did welcome gueſts with great good wil, that came to taſt his cheere. 
Made much of all vertuous men, and what ſo ere befell, 
Was glad and p now and then, with thoſe he liked well. 
Full wiſe in deede and waer of word, and carefull of his charge, 
And awaies free and francke at boord, where his expence was large. 
Belou d and praiſd of and rich, and for ſundry waies, 
Good Holftocke ſhall be miſſed much, in theſe bard needy daies. 
A conſcience cleere,a fayth molt feæ me, a currant ſtampe of truth, 
Kept touch and promiſe, time and tearme, ſearde God in age & youth. 
A mighty minde in ſtature meane, that ventred life full oft, 
On ſea or land among the beſt, that looked moſt aloft. 
Good writers haue in ſeueral bookes,ſet forth his value throw, 
That choſe which on the ſeruice lookes, ſhould honor Holftocke now. 
As lyfe got laude, fo he at death,to friends and children faid, 
O babes before I yeeld vp breath, and Pilgrims part be plaid, 
Ibleſſe you all, and giue my goods among you as I may, | 
Then in the bed ſhrunke downe his head, and went hike blaze away. 
The good he did in his accounts, where ſoule now pleading is, 

He feeles, where heaucoly ioy NIL. of carthly blis. 


The 


The Epitaphe of Doctor Underhill 
latelie B. of Oxford:. 
Hat helpeth hap or due deſerts to bee in fauour here, 


Whẽ life is mixt with ſuch orethwarts, we buy our fortunes dere. 
Gay gold or pearle brought home from farre, at end conſumes away, 
Great tame attainde by peace or warre , doth quickly heere decay. 
The loue of friends and fauour won, of wiſe and worthy wights, 
Steales hence like ſhadow of the ſun, or ſtars in moonſhine nights. 
Sate I not ſafely Vader hul, (in calmie vale below,) . wy 
From bitter blaſts and tempeſts ſtill, how ere the winde did blow. 
What ſuddaine ſtotme then troubles me, that had ſo ſure a ſeate, 
Hath winters waſt blown down my tree, that feard no ſummers heat. 
O tell harde Deltnies why you did, enuy my happy ſtate? 

Infury now, O God forbid I ſhould cry out on fate. 

Or braule & chide with churliſh Death, for when we hence muſt goe, 
What beareth life or draweth breath, are hotue to die I knoc,  - 
My friend is gone, the /paſsing bell hath rung his ruſull end. 
The graue God wote we ſee full well,doth tor his corſe attende. 
Now Pnderhuli lyes vader ground, knit vp in ſheete full il ort, 

| Whoſe wit ancklearning did abound, as Oxtord wakes report. 

He Biſhop was of that faire ſeate, where floods of wiidomefioes, 
To whole ſweet ſprit.gs and Founcaine great, a world of people goes. 
O «auld to God he had be ene there, when lie his time did waſte, + - 
And caught conceit ſome other where, that halde him hence in baſte. 
His lyfe was ſuch that none could ſtaine, with any blot or crime, 
Vnmatcht alone he did remaine, and ſo ſpent all his time. 

In chaſte content and ſingle wiſe, a good report to gaine, 

As one that did this world deſſ piſe, and held all pleaſure vaine. 
Held houſe and table in ſuch rate, as though his rent had bin, 
As great as any hie eſtate, whoſe wealth comes flowing in. 


Kept 


| | 4 | 

Kept men that had good gifts of grace, lou d thoſe that worthy were, 
To ſchollers ſhewd a cheerefull face, relieu d them eu'ry where. 
His bounty and large librall minde, did daily ſo exceede, | 

That he was glad ſome cauſe to ſinde, to helpe all thoſe that necde. 
His words were of fo great a waight, to ballance eu tie caſe, 
That who fo heard his iudgement ſtraight, would giue his wiſedome 
His ſenſure made the ſentence cleere, & fo ſhut vp the dout, (place. 
That ſure a ioy it was to heare, him canuaſe queſtions our. 
His loue and zcale to Prince and ſtate, in Pulpit was expreſt, 
And what thereof he did debate, furmounted all the reſt. | 
His hauiour was ſo ſweet and meeke, that men might eaſely know, 
No vertue was in him to ſeeke, he made ſo full a ſhowe. 
For friendſhip, ſaith, and dealings iuſt, he paſt the greater ſort, 
An vpright man of ſpeciall eruſt, with paſsing comely port. 
A thunder-bolt to forraine foes, a e to each new Set, 
And one the Lord aboue had choſe, to be his owne elect. 
Full long before his leaue he toolce, and life made his laſt end, 
Vato the heauens did he looke, and praied with a frend. 
And when the pangs of death aroſe, as ſicknes did increaſe, 
He held vp hands and eyes did cloſe,and went away in peace. 
O England hadſt thou many ſuch, to be thy Iewels now, | 
Thou could ſt not praiſe thoſe men too much, if thou wile way them 
Not I alone lament the loſſe, for more there be, (throw. 
A liue to beare this heauy croſſe, of ſorrow now with me. 


FINIS. 


The quick Tfawne not on, the dead may none diſpiſe, 
Speake well of thoſe are gone, is like among the wiſe. 

he quick muſt die or as faireſt flowre in field, 
Vnto the ſtrongeſt troope, the weakeſt force doth yield. 
So to the vertuous ſort, that leaues good name behinde, 


I yeeld but true report, to call the dead to minde. 
C. The 


10 
The vnhappy mans deere adewe, that findes 5 


nothing good cheape but ſorrowe. 
BL os ine, 


E Scipio ſaid, hys Countrey was ingrate, 
And would not haue, his bones be buried there: 
If Tuilie ſound, a moſt vnthanłkfull ſtate, 
Whole foule rebukes,no manly minde might beare; 
Then I may walke,like Pilgrim cu'ry where. 
As one compeld,to ſhunnefrom natiue ſoyle : 
Where labour long, reapenought but loſſe and toyle. 


Youth firſt beguilde, in Court with hope forlorne, 

Than middle age, all wearied with ſharp war: 

And nowe olde eld, to liue in lack and ſcorne, 

Whoſe wounded limbs, ſhowes many a wofull skar; 
And ſundry waies, conſum d with trauaile far. 

Theſe open plagues, and inward griefes of mind: 

Cryes out and ſaith, my Country is vnlcinde. 


I ſeru'd in field, foure Princes of greate fame, 
Borne vnder thoſe, an humble ſubieR true: 
Three other Kings, of great deore in name, 
In faithfull ſort, I ſeru'd for wages due; 

But heere liege Lords, I doe appeale from you, 
That neuer did, aduaunce my loyall hart, 
For treble toile, ſor paines, nor iuſt deſart. 


Ten thouſand haue found Fortunes fauour good, 

Since I began to tread the ſteps of time: 

And thouſands roſe, that in meane places ſtoode, 

And to the top of Fortunes wheele did clime ; 
Since I poſſeſt one dram of worldly ſlime. 

Yea, cu'ry Waſpe,and hatefull Homble-bee, 

; Sucks vp the ſap, of my poore Cyper tree. 


Like 


II 

Like T antalxs I feede, and faint for foode, 
No better fare at Fortunes hands I finde: 
Still neere good hap, yet farre from quiet moode, 
Toſt vp and done, like fether in the winde; 

Neuer thought on, but euer out of minde. 
As world ſhould thruſt a man from credite quite, 
So ſeemes to die, and yet muſt liue in ſpite. 


If any one that ſtands at VVell- head ſtill, 
Had freely fild my empty bucket bare : 
Or of himſclfe,had ſhow'd me ſuch good will, 
To leauc ſome drops of water to my ſhare; 
That I had beene refreſhe as others are, 
My chirſtye throate or skalded hart had felt, 
Some ſucker ſweet that now with heate doth ſwelt. 


Or if good mindes of men had broke the yce, 
That keepes by cold the fountaine frozen hard : 
Or turnd the cock, the conduit or the vice, 
That vnder locke is long ſhut vp and bard; 
Or to the Prince my ſimple ſute prefard. 
I filly man had ſure poſſeſt ſome place, 
That ſhould make glad my ſelfe and all my race. 


No Butter cleaues nor ſticks vpon my bread, 
No Honny-combes will breede in my bare hyue: 
My gold but glaſſe, my ſiluer worſe then lead, 
My luck as bad as any man alyue; 

My feeble chaunce, wants force with fate to ſtriue. 
T hat deſt'ny ſtrange that brings no ioyfull day, 
That life but death, that findes no ſtaffe of ſtay. 


What courſe or trade that honeſt men may hold, 

But hath beene ſought and ſay d with ſweat of brow : 

What arte or drift can any head vntold, 

But hath with wit been tryde and ſearched throw; 
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What can be namde a grace or vertue now, 
But in ſome ſort it hath beene put in proofe, 
For publique ſtate, or priuate mans behoofe. 


All theſe good parts,rare gifts and am great; 
Are ſpurnd at heere, where ducty ſeemes diſdaind : 


But necke in yoke once free from fortunes threat, 
When bondage hath abroade ſweet freedome gaind; 
May 1 to ſcorne at home good credite ſtamd. 
Than thoſe rebulces, that bites before my face, 
Behind my backe, ſhall ſhowe their. own diſgrace. 


Heere loſe Itime thatfor good turnes doth gape, 
No tarrying where deſerts are troden downe: 
Nor dwelling with wild Wolues in humane ſhape, 
That ſtill deuours men of their true renowne; 
Tweare better liue with Corriden the Clowne, 
Then come to Court, where tauntes & gyrds abounde, 
And gaine growes ſmall, and no great hap is found. 


For fifty yeeres and fiue I plide it well, 
And burthens bore as backe and bones would breake : 
Still fedde with ſhales, yet ſometimes cracke the ſhell, 
And kyrnell found to comfort humour weake. 

But when lame age hath greateſt cauſe to ſpealce, 
They put me off from poſt to piller ſtill, _ 
As though they whypt a horſe about a Myll. 


Owilie world, thou are become too fine, : 
O cunning Court, thou ſhuffleſt Cardes too faſt: 
O hungry age, when Souldiours ſtarue and pine, 
O cruel dayes, thy date too loong doth laſt ; 

O faire ſweet words you proue a bittter blaſt. 
O hapleſſe hope, thou breedſt but deepe diſpaire, 
Whole heauy thoughts breathes out but fuming ayre. 
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O ſeede ill ſowne, that bringes no harueſt home, 

O time ill ſpent, that gets no thanks nor gaine : 

O blaſted tree, whoſe. boughes will neuer blome, 

O ſenceleſſe ſute that breakes both ſleepe and braine 
O cureleſſe griefe, 0 carefull endleſſe paine. 

O kanckred wound, 6 gnawing corhe vile, 

That cates vp hart, and driues me in exile, 


Now muſt I leaue the Land like fo well, 
And creepe awaie to forraine Countrey ſtrange, 
Now ſtiffe i0ynes among ſtrange people dwell, 
Now for hard beds I ſhall foft lodging change; 

Now from ſweet in war ſhall body range. 
Nowe ſhot and ſword, and coate of ſteele, 
In moſt weake plite, my wearie ſhall feele. 


And now good Lord, the Prince I honor moſt, 
* hart, in — x 17 2 — 
o whom next God, my , 
And all good gifts that God hath ſent me — 
For her I hold ne life nor blood too deere. 
But from her face, of force now mult I goe, 
And to what place, the Lord himſelfe doth knoe. 
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To 525 | 
To ſteale or ſtarue,or not eſteemd is worſe: 


To liue by loſſe, or lookelike empty ſwad, 

Would make world think Ithirſt for thred-bare purſe, 
To want and waile, to ban, to cry and curſe, 

Were great offence, great ſolly, ſin and ſhame, 

For one foule fault. a man may loſe good name. 


Then freendes and foes farewell, God mend you all, 

The one bewitche me daily with faire words : 

The other ſought, with quarrell or lewde brall, 

Toconquer him, that neuer _ your ſwords. Bi 
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To ſeeke ſweete meate ypon your bitter bordes, 
Is ſeruage ſuch, as few free mindes would wiſh, 
Groſſe re exceedes ſo deere a dainey diſh. 


So plainely paſſe, in Pilgrims habite poore, 
Fate whatthoufind'it, in Cottage thacht with ſtraw, 
L éeaue thoſe that lacke, ſor almes at Princes doore, 
Where thou haſt beene, a ſubiect vnder Law. 
But tell not how, in yoke thy youth did draw, 
Like Oxe that goade pricks forward to lus paine, 
To plowe the ground for wealthy Farmers gaine. 


Much like the Bee, that flyes toeu'ry flowre, 
To bring home ſap, to make ſweet honney ſtil]: 
And when he hath doone all lyes in his powre, 
To ſhow the loue or fruite of bh ood will. 

In ſteed of thanks, when he meane no ill. 
Then is he burnt or flung in flaming fire, 
Becauſe new Bees contents fine worlds deſire, 


Yea, as the Horſe,that many yeeres and daies, 

Hath labred long. and ſerud his Mailters neede : 

And borne him well, through many deep foule waies, 

And on good Corne and hay was wont to feede. 
Yet waxen old, and cannot doe the deede, 

He is caſt off,and faine to play the part 

Of Hackney Iade, or els mult draw the Cart. 


A cold reward, for labour toyle and ſweate, 

As ſmall regard is made of many men: 

Why than ki wit and wiſedome is as weake 

As Waltams-calfe, that plaics the fondling then, 
To weare out life, and ſerue with ſword and pen. 

Where Horſes hap, is founde in worſe degree, 

Then Oxe in yoke, or in the hive the Bee. 
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I vvaſte but vvordes, to waile 6 0 my wron 
Their cares are ſtopt that ſhould redreſle the ſame: 
Vnto the dead | ſing a doletull ſong, 
I ſceke for fire, where vvater q eth flame; 

Iſvvim on ſeas, yet finck in open ſhame. 
T thirſt and faint for drinke at fountaines head. 
I ſtarue for foode, where thouſands cate their bread. 


Well, vvelcome vvant, I feele thee not alone, 

My fellowes dwels in ſtately Court perhaps, 

That doth for want of fleſh gnavv neere the bone, 

Who ſeldome ſucks ſweet milke from Fortunes paps, 
Let plyes the Court, vvith curtſies, knees, & caps. 

A Fer vu fit, for ſuch as loues faire ſhoe, 

But hath no wit, nor knowes not vvhere to goe. 


The Lord be bleſt, ſome beare a better braine, 

And ſoone can ſhovv, the blot that ſeruage brings: 

Haue vvit enough to keepe them out of raine, 

And knowes full wel,vvhere ſhoe or ſaddle wrings; 
In ſilence ſo, I knit vp all theſe things. 

Farevvell fine Court, my plainnes is vnfit, 

Among the flock of gallant gueſts to ſit. 


Poore, plaine and true, and ſure of right good race, J 
Takes leaue of you, and cherof makes no vaunees : 
Yetcu'ry where, will ſhow plaine true mans face, 
For that in vvorld,his deedes and deſtnics graunes. 
No force though Court yeelds him but open taunts. 

God and good Prince, intime can vvay that vvell, 
And make ſad man, at length in quiet dwell. 

| FINIS. 


XA ſbort Prayer. 
From fue extreames God 45 reſarue, 
Which common plagues al harts doe hate: | 
To beg, to borrow, ſteale, or ſtarue, 
Or not eſteemd in pu-lique ſtate. 
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